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The elementary schools are hardly to be blamed for this failure. Their
aim and their achievement have to content themselves chiefly with moral
rather than with mental success.—Spectator.
The scourge of tyranny had breathed his last.
The means of education at the disposal of the Protestants and Presby-
terians of the North were stunted and sterilized.—balfour.
I once heard a Spaniard shake his head over the present Queen of
Spain.—(Quoted by Spectator?)
But, apart from all that, we see two pinching dilemmas even in this
opium case—dilemmas that screw like a vice—which tell powerfully
in favour of our Tory views.—de QuiNCEY.
The reader who is uncharitable enough to insist upon the
natural history of dilemmas will call this not unsustamed
metaphor, but a gross confusion; horns cannot be said to
screw. We prefer to believe that De Quincey was not think-
ing of the horns at all; they are a gratuitous metaphorical
ornament; dilemma, in English at any rate, is a literal word,
and means an argument that presents two undesirable alter-
natives. The circumstances of a dilemma are, indeed, such
as to prompt metaphorical language, but the word itself is
incorrigibly literal; we confess as much by clapping
horns on its head and making1 them do the metaphorical
work.
These remarks have been dictated in order that the importance of recog-
nizing the difference and the value of soils may be understood.—J. long.
This metaphor always requires that the dictator—usually
a personified abstract—should be mentioned. 'Dictated by
the importance'.
The opposite fault of over-conscientiousness must also be
noticed. Elaborate poetical metaphor has perhaps gone out
of fashion; but technical metaphor is apt to be overdone, and
something of the same tendency appears in the inexorable
working-out of popular catchword metaphors :
Tost to and fro by the high winds of passionate control, I behold the
desired port, the single state, into which I would fain steer; but am kept
off by the foaming billows of a brother's and sister's envy, and by the
raging winds of a supposed invaded authority; while I see in Lovelace,
the rocks on the one hand, and in Solmes, the sands on the other; and

